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Far iway in thf vale, 

With the soft .-breathing gale. 
There so lovely and lonely, 

There they rest on their, bed- 
Come anil pluck quicly pluck them, 
Lovely flowers of the glade . 


Let us rove where they grow. 

Let us cherish them now; 

For too soon o’er the wide earth. 
They will all disappear ! 

Yet we will not forget them. 
Lovely flowers so dear. 
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